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Chapter | 


Disclaimer: This is NOT real, | made it up for my own enjoyment. No harm is intended. 
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| have no idea why l'm pulling into his driveway. The last time | was here, he barely spoke to me for I0 
minutes and then all but threw me out. | cried on the way home that day, his coldness towards me broke my 


heart. And yet, here | am. 


| had a craving for pizza and headed to my favorite restaurant to get one to go. I've been here many times 
since he left us, but for some reason tonight | thought of him as | pulled into the parking lot. We used to eat 
here a lot back then. Back when we were friends, and part-time lovers. Sex made us both hungry, and many 
nights we would come here to eat after fucking each other senseless. | always thought of it as a date, but | 
know he just thought of it as two friends sharing a pizza. | wish | had told him how | felt. Maybe then he 
wouldn't have left the band. Don't get me wrong, | think Rob is perfect with us. But l'm not in love with him. 


Dammit! I'm still sitting here and the pizza is getting cold. The lights are on in the Chophouse, | know he's in 
there. | take a deep breath and climb out of the car. | can hear the deep rumblings of his bass, it sounds 


really good. The door is open, so | walk in and watch him. He's grown his hair back out, thankfully! All those 
reddish curls make him look younger. He looks happy, much happier than he did for the last few years with us. 
| feel a stab of guilt and begin backing out the door before he sees me. 


"Kirk?" 


Crap. Guess | didn't get out soon enough. That, or he finally smelled the garlic from the pizza. You could kill a 
dozen vampires with this thing. 


"Yeah, Jase. It's me. | was getting a pizza and thought I'd drop by to share it with you, and maybe jam for 


awhile." 


| took his silence as my answer. | felt a stab of pain in my heart, and once again | felt bad for what | had lost. 
‘lm sorry, man. | just really miss your friendship. | won't bother you again. But, if you ever change your mind, 
you know my number." | left the pizza on the table and started to leave. 


"Wait." His hand was on my shoulder, warm and strong. "I'm sorry. | miss you too, Kwirk My problem was 
always with Hetfield, not you. | shouldn't let that interfere with our friendship. We had too many good times to 
let it go" 


| turned and looked into those blue eyes. And, just like always, | found myself melting into them. Then the smell 


of the pizza pulled me back to the real world and | smiled. "| agree. Now, let's eat. I'm starving." 


An hour later we were sprawled in front of the television, surrounded by empty pizza boxes and beer bottles, 
trying to find something to watch . Jason was flipping through the channels when he stopped on VHI Classic. 
They were playing Enter Sandman, 


"Can you believe how long ago that was?" Jason looked almost wistful, like he might actually miss the good old 
days. "Life goes so fast. You think you have what you want, and suddenly it's IO or I5 years later and you don't 


know what you want anymore. Or maybe you do, but you can't admit it" 


He was looking at me strangely, like he was trying to tell me something without actually saying it. | leaned over 
and put my arm around his shoulder. "That happens to us all, Jason. Part of finally growing up, | guess. Aren't 
you happy with the way your music is going? | bought the Voivod cd, and | really like it” 


"| wasn't talking about music, Kirk. | meant you and |. | know you just thought of me as a fuck buddy, but | had 
real feelings for you. | was always afraid to tell you, afraid you would hate me. Afraid you would get James 
and Lars to throw me out of the band. | guess now | can say it without the worry of repercussions. | love 
you, Kirk. I'm so sorry | acted like | did the last time you were here. | guess at the time | saw you as the 
enemy since you are part of ‘them’. Now, | know better.” 


He loves me? Did Jason Newsted just say he loves me? | must look funny sitting here with my mouth open 


Finally I'm able to come back to earth long enough to speak. "I love you too." 


| was rewarded with a big smile, and then his arms were around me, pulling me close to him. He smelled so 
good. Still some garlic from dinner, but mostly he smelled like a farm boy. Thats a good thing, by the way. l'm 
not sure how to describe it, he smells like sunshine and the outdoors and | love it. | love "him". His lips are now 
on mine, kissing me gently, his tongue licking at my bottom lip. He's taking it slow and easy, like he is making up 
for lost time. | wish he would just bend me over the sofa and fuck me until | can't walk. But if he wants it 
slow, we'll take it slow. Now I'm moaning and rubbing my chest against his. He feels so good! He has one hand 
around the back of my neck, and the other is feeling up my ass. Oh yes!!! That's more like it, baby. | have his 
shirt unbuttoned and start to take it off when he stops. "Wait, Kirk. Not here." 


| pouted at the loss of his mouth and hands. 


He chuckles at me. "Not to worry, sweetheart. | just don't want to do this out here. C'mon to the house so | 


can make love to you all night in my bed" Then he grins evilly. "| might even still have some of our old toys 


there." 


| know I'm not much of a runner, but | almost beat him to the house. We barely got inside the door when we 
both started stripping, clothes flying all over the kitchen. Then we were both naked and holding each other and 
kissing and I've wanted this for so long. | pull away long enough to catch my breath, and look up into those 
beautiful blue eyes again. "Tell me you love me again, Jase?" 


‘I've always loved you, Kirk. l'm just sorry | was too much of a coward to tell you sooner. We could have had 


so much more together." 


Then he pulled me down to the bed and began licking my chest, agorizingly slow little kitten licks around my 
ripples that had me moaning and pleading for more. My hands were all over him, rubbing up and down his back 
and down onto his ass. God! His ass is so tight and firm. | reached around to fondle his dick, and he pulled away. 


"Not yet, baby. Just lie there and let me make you feel good We have all night." 


Now he was suckling at my neck, definitely leaving hickeys all over. How the hell am | gonna explain those to 
the guys? Not that | want him to stop. His hands are all over me, I'm not going to last much longer. "Oh God, 


Jase! Please do something! Suck me, fuck me, let me suck you..anything!” 


There was that evil laugh again. It sure doesn't go with the innocent looking, farm boy routine. It sounds like 
dark alleys and the kind of sex your parents didn't tell you about..rough and dirty. Just what | wanted from 
him. Suddenly | was flipped over onto my stomach, and getting handcuffed to the bed. Guess he really did keep 
our toys. Now a feather was lightly brushing down my sides, just enough to really drive me insane. A 
beautiful, purple feather he bought for me in New Orleans during the Load tour. I'm ticklish as hell, and he 
knows it. | was a nervous wreck for most of that tour, not knowing when he was going to pull the damn thing 
out and torture me with it. 


"Damn, Jason. Stop!" It was hard to get that out while giggling so hard. Bastard. 


"Okay, lover. I'll stop. I've got something else in mind anyway." 


It better be quick, since once again I'm ready to explode all over the expensive cotton sheets. They smelled 
good, like him. A blindfold was placed over my eyes. Soft, supple leather that cuts off all sight. Now l'm 


whimpering. "Please Jase, fuck me now and fuck me hard." 
"As you wish, sweet thing." 


| heard a drawer open beside the bed, and then his fingers were inside me. The smell of cinnamon attacked my 
nose, he must be using flavored lube. Yummy! Funny how when one of your senses is cut off, the others 
become more powerful. His mouth was on my neck again, licking at the marks he had left earlier, while his 
fingers were working in and out of me. | was pushing back against him so hard I'm surprised | didn't get fisted. 
He pulled his fingers out and | whimpered again. | was ready to beg, when | felt his tongue probing where his 
hand had been. The whimpers now turned into moans. His mouth felt so good. His strong hands were pulling my 
cheeks apart while he fucked me with his tongue. In and out, then rimming me before plunging back in. | was 


wiggling and squirming from the pleasure. 
"Lie still, Kirk." He sounded stern, so | decided to do as | was told. 


The smell of cinnamon became stronger, and | guessed he was lubing himself up. Finally | felt him at my 
entrance, and | expected him to continue with the slow and gentle love making. Instead, he grabbed my hips and 


plunged inside me with one hard shove, managing to hit my sweet spot on the way. 


"JASON!" | was seeing stars behind the blindfold He pulled almost all the way out and rammed back in with 
another hard thrust, over and over. That feeling, mixed with the scents of cinnamon and his sheets, was too 
much for me. | screamed his name over and over as | shot all over the bed He was right behind me, plunging 


inside one last time before he lost it. 


When | came out of my haze, | realized he was lying next to me, his arms wrapped tightly around me like a 
cocoon. | snuggled back as close as | could get and fell asleep, completely sated and worn out. And happy. | had 


waited a long time for this, and | finally had what | wanted. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNE NNN 


Damn cell phone, who would be calling me in the middle of the night? | reached for the phore, still only partially 
awake. The caller ID showed me who the inconsiderate fucker was. Lars. Who else. Let him leave a message, | 


don't want to move from Jason's side. 


Jason? The bed feels cold and empty. | raise up and look around, and my heart sinks. My own bed and my own 
room. And I'm all alone. A half-eaten veggie pizza is still on the floor beside the bed, and the television is 
playing Metallica videos. | must have fallen asleep and the old videos with him got into my subconscious. | 
sighed and a tear fell down my face. | had fallen in love with Jason about a year after he joined the band, but | 


knew the feelings would never be returned Jase was about 99% heterosexual, he had to be completely wasted 
before he would get into bed with me. | had always told myself it was enough, but the dream proved 
otherwise. His leaving Metallica had torn me apart, and he really had broken my heart when he told me to 


leave Chophouse that day. 


Lars again. This time | answer, figuring correctly that he won't give up until | do. "What the fuck do you want 


at 3 am?" 
"Hello to you too, Kirk. | couldn't sleep, how about you?" 


| shook my head at the thought of him waking me up to tell me he couldn't sleep. Only Uli. “Sorry | snapped at 


you, | was having a bad dream." 

"Good thing | woke you then, huh? Want some company?" 

"Sure. Il go turn on the front light for you." 

At least I've got my friends to help me. | never told Lars about my feelings towards Jason, but l'm sure the 
perceptive little shit figured it out. Maybe someday I'll get up the nerve to go visit him like in my dream. | put 


some jeans on and head downstairs to wait for Lars, hoping his company will help bring me out of my 


depression. 
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| have this weird craving for pizza. And not just any pizza, | want a pizza from this great little hole in the wall 
Kirk and | used to go to. They put enough garlic in their sauce to kill your taste buds for a week. James and 
Lars would scream when we came to rehearsal after eating there, claiming the smell was so strong it would 


melt the equipment. 


| haven't been there since the last time | went with Kirk. Two months before | announced my departure, | 
asked him to go with me so | could tell him. Tell him | was leaving and how | felt about him. | didn't do either. | 
just sat there eating pizza, listening to that beautiful, soft voice telling me about a dog he got from the pound 
the day before. That's why | haven't been back, too many memories of him. 


| would have left the band much sooner if it hadn't been for those feelings. They treated me like shit from 
day one. | told myself they were just upset because | wasn't Cliff, and that it would get better. It didn't. | was 
the outsider in a band of outsiders, and | hated it. | wasn't the most popular guy back in school, but | always 
had a group of friends to hang with. A group | felt a part of. Now | had a job | had wanted more than 
anything, and when | should have been the most happy, | was miserable. 


Except for Kirk. 


My one ray of sunshine in a dark and lonely existence. | had seen them several times live, and while Cliff was 
my idol, and | loved watching him play bass, my eyes always went back to Kirk. Those huge, dark eyes filled 
with emotion and wild, dark hair flying around. And the sounds that came from his guitar were so captivating. 
He put every ounce of feeling into his playing, | could tell from the first song what type of mood he was in 


without ever having met him. 


My stomach growled loudly, reminding me of what started me thinking of Kirk in the first place. | picked up the 
phone pushed the button to speed dial the restaurant. 


"Hello?" 
"Kirk?" FUCK! Kirk! FUCK! | pushed the wrong button and dialed his cell instead of the restaurant. 
"Jase? Is that you?" 


He sounds confused, but also happy. "Uh, yeah, it's me. Sorry, Kirk. | meant to dial someone else and hit your 


number by mistake." 


Silence, then "Oh, okay. Bye." 


Way to go, Newsted. He hung up on you. He probably hates you. Damn stupid cell phone! | meant to call for 


pizza, honestly! l'm gonna go take a shower and a nap. I'm not hungry after all 
mR E a a in E Rn a a TE a E E E a AE E 


He really does hate me, | could hear it in his voice. How could he accidentally call me? I've been so depressed 
lately. I'd been sad before, but that dream made it worse. Things are going so well with the band, | should be 
happier than ever. But, I'm not. I'm lonely and | don't want to be alone. | want Jason, dammit. Why did he have 


to call? 
"Who was on the phone, babe?" Lars has been a great friend the past few weeks, almost moving in with me. 
| looked at him sadly. "Wrong number." 


He put his arm around me and took the phone, looking at the Caller ID. "Jason?" He looked at me questioningly. 
"What did he want?" 


| shook my head. "I told you, it was a wrong number. He meant to call someone else.’ 


Lars let out a stream of cuss words, a few of which were actually in English. "He ‘accidentally’ called you? It's 


not enough he's in your dreams, now he has to upset you when you are awake too?" 


"l'm sure it was an honest mistake, Lars. We haven't spoken in years, why would he call me on purpose and 


then not talk?" 


More cussing. "How the fuck should | know? | just wish you would get over this obsession with him." He was 
still muttering as he stormed down the hallway. 
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| can't sleep. Hearing his voice rattled me more than | would have thought it could. Why do I still even have his 
number on my phone? Because l'm still in love with him, that's why. Why does everything have to be so hard? 
I'd never so much as thought of having sex with a man until | saw him. When | had my audition with them, | 
barely took my eyes off him. He looked so small and so sad..| wanted to put my arms around him and keep him 
safe. We became immediate friends. James and Lars were always together, so that left the two of us to pair 


up. 


We still had to share rooms back then. We usually had two beds, but occasionally the hotel would fuck up and 
we would have one King Size bed instead. | was nervous the first time that happened, but Kirk acted like it was 
no big deal. He just stripped and jumped into bed wearing nothing but his underwear. | didn't close my eyes at 


all that night, | was scared of saying something in my sleep that I'd regret later. 


Touring was hell and never-ending. Lars was usually a basket case, trying to do the work of five men all by 
himself. James was drunk most of the time, and Kirk was doing a good job of keeping up with him. One night 
Kirk was wasted more than usual for the show, and he screwed up several times. Backstage, James really tore 
into him. | went to take my shower, and returned to see him pick Kirk up by the hair and backhand him hard 
across the face. "What the fuck do you think you're doing?" | screamed at James and ran for them before | 
had a chance to think about how suicidal that could be. He dumped Kirk on the floor next to him and crossed 


his arms. 
"What's your problem, Newkid? This doesn't concern you." 


| just glared at him and then went to Kirk, who had scooted across the floor towards the showers. "Just keep 


your hands off him, alright?" 


"Whatever," James snorted. "Take your boyfriend back to the hotel and make sure he's sober for the next 


show." 


By this time Kirk had almost passed out, partly from being so drunk and partly from being slapped around. | 
picked him up easily and carried him out to a cab. This hotel room did have two beds, but | decided to sleep in 
Kirk's with him. | told myself it was in case he woke up sick like he always did when he drank too much. But 
deep down | knew the real reason Mr. Straight, All-American Farm Boy had fallen in love. With a man. | had 
deeper feelings for Kirk than | ever did for a female. And I'd never tell him. | didn't want to risk losing our 


friendship, it meant too much to me. 


Now | wish | had told him. | know he had a serious boyfriend for awhile, a veterinarian that worked on his 
horses. But a mutual friend told me that it didn't work out, a fact I'm ashamed to admit made me happy. | 
should just call him again, apologize for being so rude earlier. | was just so surprised to hear his voice | didn't 


know what to say. "I'm such a wimp," | sighed out loud. 
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| picked up the phone, dialed his number and then hung up before pressing the send key. Four times. What is 
wrong with me? It isn't like we had a relationship, we were fuck buddies while on the road. The first time | 
thought maybe it was going to be more, but he made it clear that it was only becouse neither of us cared 
for groupies. | had been more depressed than usual and decided to drink my lunch. By showtime, | was drunk on 
my ass. | thought | played fine but James didn't agree. He started kicking my ass the second we got backstage 
after the show. Jason and Lars conveniently disappeared but then Jase came back. | barely remember he and 


James yelling before | passed out. Next thing | knew, | was in bed and there was a warm body next to me. 
"Kirk? You awake?" 


Jase. Why was he in bed with me? | turned too quickly to look at him, and hurled all over the bed. He rolled 


out of the way just in time, like he was used to it. Damn, did | do this all night? 
"S'okay, Kirk. l'm on a first name basis with housekeeping, now," he chuckled "You feeling any better?" 


"No." It hurt to speak; James must have smacked me in the mouth. "Maybe a shower will help." | attempted to 
get out of bed only to fall flat. Jason was beside me in an instant. 


"Hang on, dude. Let me help." 

He started to take my sweats off, which | suddenly realized were all | had on He must have stripped me last 
right before putting me to bed. He stripped himself as well, and then half-carried me to the shower. | started 
feeling better as soon as the hot water hit my body. 

A hand touched my shoulder and | jumped. 

"Hello? You in there?" 

"Fuck you, Lars!" | screamed at him. "You scared the shit out of me!" 

He just laughed. "I called your name six times, babe. Where the fuck were you? Or do | need to ask?" 

| just sighed and fell back on the couch. "Nowhere. I'm hungry, let's go eat. But, not pizza!" 
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I've been sitting here playing my favorite bass for over three hours. Normally when | play, everything but the 
music leaves my mind. It's like a reflex after all these years | guess, | want to put my all into my playing. But, 
not tonight. 

Tonight my mind keeps going back to that night, the night | admitted my feelings to myself. Kirk was a mess. 
He had a black eye and his bottom lip was swollen from James smacking him around. He slept fitfully, throwing 
up on me four times before finally seeming to calm down. He started to stir around 10:00 the next morning. 
"Kirk? You awake?" 

| guess | startled him, because he turned quickly and puked one last time. 

"Damn, dude. I'm really sorry." 

He looked so pathetic | couldn't be mad. He mumbled something about a shower as | gathered up the comforter 


to take to the laundry room. Halfway to the door | heard a loud thud. Kirk had tried to get out of bed and 
fallen. | dropped the blanket and ran to help him before he killed himself. 


| had taken his clothes off the night before and put a pair of my old sweats on him for pajamas. | pulled them 
off and then stripped myself. | didn’t trust him to stand in the shower alone without falling over. | turned the 
water to hot, knowing that's how he liked it, and stepped under the water with him in my arms. He closed his 
eyes and leaned back against me, letting the water spray over his face. | took the soap and began washing his 
chest and stomach, trying to concentrate on getting him clean instead of the fact that | was getting turned on. 


"Mmmmmmmm. Feels good, Jase." He was still mumbling some when he spoke, but not as much as earlier. Then 


he giggled. 
"What's so funny?" 


"You and me in the shower together." He looked up at me and smiled. "You don't feel uncomfortable being naked 
and this close to me?" 


"Why would |?" Crap, now | was more uncomfortable than before. | just wanted to get him cleaned up and 
dressed. 


He shrugged and turned back around. "Can you wash my back now?" 


Even with the busted lip, that sounded sensual as hell. Oh, please don't let him be flirting with me. | don't know 

if I'm ready for this, but | don't have the will power to say no. He had leaned forward and put his hands on the 
shower wall, sticking that sexy backside out at me, while the water streamed down the back of his neck. Damn, 
he looked hot. Okay, Newsted, concentrate. You are supposed to be taking care of a friend with a hang-over, 


not thinking about feeling him up. The shower certainly seems to have made him feel better. 
"Jase?" 


‘Sorry, Kirk" | wanted to say something, but couldn't form the words, so | took the soap and began washing his 
back. "You seem to be feeling better." 


"A hot shower always helps me get rid of a hang-over. That feels so good." 
"The water or my hands?" The question slipped out of my mouth before | had a chance to stop myself. 
Figuring | might as well go for it, | started to rub the soap on his ass and down his thighs. Kirk was now 


quietly moaning and pushing his ass back towards me in a not so subtle invitation An invitation | accepted. 


"You sure about this, Jason? Have you ever been with a man? I'd love to be your first, but only if you're 


ready." 
lm sure, Kirk. Very sure." 
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Lars has all but moved in with me. We've always been best friends, and we had a thing going at one time. Not 
a commitment or anything, we were a couple but we both fucked around sometimes. Then he decided to get 
married and be faithful. | don't know how faithful he was. | do know he wasn't sleeping with me anymore. He's 
been divorced for a little over a year now, and my last relationship ended about the same time. Cory was a 
great guy. He was a veterinarian that | met when he was working on a friend's horse. | liked him a lot, but | 


never loved him. Maybe | should just give up and accept the fact that I'll probably always be alone. 


At least | have Uli to cheer me up. He's barely left my side since the night | had the dream. You'd think we 
would want to stay as far away from each other as possible while we aren't on tour, but I'm really glad he's 


here. He makes me happy. 


PE SNE DE DE DE DE PE eS DE PE TE Se DE Se TE TE Se ee ee De 


Its been a month since | called him and | can't get him out of my mind. | don't know what's wrong with me now 
anymore than | knew what was wrong back then. That morning in the shower was amazing. The sex was great, 
and afterwards just lying in bed with my arms around him, well, it just felt right. And yet, later that day when 
he asked me to go out to dinner with him, | stupidly blurted out that | didn't want to date him. | was only 
interested in sex while on the road. All the poor guy did was ask me to go eat with him, something we had 
done hundreds of times, and | started babbling about being afraid of catching something from groupies. Maybe 
| was afraid of being labeled "gay." Funny, since | didn't know what | was. | had always thought of myself as 
straight, and | didn't know if my feelings for Kirk made me gay, bi, or a straight guy with a hard-on for one 
man. It didn't matter, poor Kirk got that sad look in his eyes as | rambled on and told me he understood. He 
grabbed his jacket and said he wasn't really hungry after all and was going for a walk. 


| should call him again. Invite him out to dinner to make up for that awful day when | hurt his feelings so 
badly. At least try and patch up our friendship, something | honestly miss. | wander out to my studio again to 
try and forget what an idiot I've been 


mn Rn E E E a E a E E E E E E 
I'd been working in the garden all day and needed a shower. Until today, | hadn't thought about Jason as much 
as | had been. The hot water running down my neck body brought back that morning with him. It was his first 


time with a man, and although he was nervous and a little awkward the sex was surprisingly good. 


The water pouring on me that day had quickly gotten rid of the hangover. | asked Jase to wash my back and 


he froze. | was afraid | had made him nervous since | knew he was straight and he knew | wasn't. 


"Jase?" | was going to tell him | would be alright in the shower alone, when he started to wash my back in 


slow, lazy circles. 


"That feels so good." | wasn't kidding, it felt so good | was starting to get aroused. Dammit! If he realized that 
he would freak right the fuck out. 


Before | had a chance to decide what to do, he asked if | meant the water or his hands. | was so surprised | 
didn't respond. | just stood there with my mouth open while he started to rub his soapy hands on my backside 
and thighs. | pushed myself towards him, moaning quietly. | think | asked him if he was sure he wanted to do 
this, but | was getting so excited l'm not sure. 


His hands that had been rubbing my ass now spread my cheeks apart. He picked up the soap again and gently 
pushed his index finger inside me. After a few minutes he put in a second finger, and then quickly added a 
third. By then | was holding on to the shower head to keep from falling down since my knees were buckling. He 
had stopped being gentle and was finger fucking me hard and fast. Then he abruptly stopped, grabbed a hanaful 
of wet hair and pulled my head back to him. He whispered in my ear that he wanted to fuck me. | rubbed my 
ass against his hardness and told him to be patient. | turned and dropped to my knees. He gasped as | took him 
in my mouth, licking and sucking the head. 


| was surprised to say the least, | never thought Jason had any gay inclinations at all, but | wasn't going to 
pass up the chance. He was really getting into it now, holding handfuls of my hair and slamming into my mouth 
as hard and fast as he could. Good thing | knew how to deep throat, otherwise I'd be choking. | had my hands 
on his ass, digging my fingers into the tight cheeks and helping him pump when he pulled out of my mouth. 


“Turn around now." 

He might have decided recently to see what sex with a guy was like, but he was clearly going to be the top. | 
did as | was told, turning around quickly and bending over. | heard him chuckle and then jumped as his hand 
smacked my ass hard. 

"Ouch!" 

There was that evil chuckle again. "What's wrong, Kirk? Never been spanked before?" 

Now my head was starting to spin. Partly from the remains of the hangover, and partly from the fact that 
this was Jase! | was more turned on than | had been in a long time and | reached down to jerk myself off while 
Jason continued the spanking. 

"No." 

"No, what?" | was confused 

"Let me." He reached around and started to slowly stroke my cock. | moaned and leaned back against him, 
turning my head for a kiss. He eagerly began kissing me back and | felt him pressing at my entrance. | pressed 


against him even harder. 


"Please, Jason. | need you, | want you. Please fuck me now!" | was begging and pleading, | had never wanted sex 


so bad! 


He pushed in slowly at first while continuing to explore my mouth and lips with his own. Then, when he was 
about halfway in me, he suddenly thrust as hard as he could and buried himself so deep inside me | thought 
he would hit my tonsils. | let out a shriek that could make dogs go deaf as he hit my spot. 

"Shit, dude! Is that why James calls you Noisy Thing?" 

| giggled nervously, hoping he was joking and didn't really know that beating me up was James’ idea of foreplay. 
Then | went back to moaning and begging as he started a rhythm going in and out, angling to hit my sweet 
spot every time. 


"Oh, oh, oh. Oh, yes Jase. That's it, right there. Oh god. Harder, harder, harder!! YESSSS!!" 


| came on his hand at the same time he came inside me. The orgasm was so intense | think | actually lost 
consciousness for a few seconds. We slid down to our knees with his arms still around me, the water still 


pouring over us. Lucky for us the hotel must have a huge hot water tank. 


"Enough, Kirk. We look like prunes already." He reached up and turned off the water and pulled me out of the 


shower. We dried each other and got back into bed, where | immediately fell asleep in Jason's arms. 
| woke up around 5:00 pm. starving, as usual. | kissed Jason to wake him and started getting dressed. 


"C'mon, dude. Wake up and let's get something to eat. One of the road crew told me about a great restaurant 


around here." 

An uneasy silence hung in the room for several minutes. Then Jase cleared his throat. 

"Look, Kirk, | really enjoyed what we just did. It was better than | expected it to be, but I'm not interested in 
dating you. |, just, you know..! don’t like groupies. | know you don't like them much either and | just thought..um.. 


maybe it would be nice to have each other for release. But that's all. Is that okay with you?" 


Well, that hurt. | wasn't asking him for a date. We go out to eat together all the time on the road, and now 
after one fuck I'm a slut that he doesn't want to be seen with? 


"Sure thing, | understand. | wasn't all that hungry anyway. | think I'll just go for a walk. Guess I'll see you 


tomorrow afternoon at sound check." 


| certainly wasn't going to let him see how much he had hurt my feelings. | grabbed my coat and took off as 
quickly as | could, barely getting out the door before the tears started down my cheeks. 


PE SNE DE DE DE PE PE PE TE Se PE TE TE DE PE TE Se Se PE PE De 


I'd been playing for so long my fingers were numb. | always get rid of any aggression and frustration by 


playing, but this is getting out of hand. Now I'm not sure if I'm really in love with him or if my mind is playing 


tricks on me. | do know | miss him, he was a great friend. 


| felt so guilty about hurting his feelings after our first time that | didn't approach him for sex again for 
almost two weeks. He didn't mention it either, | assumed he thought it was a one time thing and | wasn't 
interested. Finally | couldn't take it any more. We were all worn out from what had been a particularly 
outstanding show, lounging around backstage. Too tired to even take a shower. Kirk finally got up and headed 


that way so | followed him 
"Are you hungry? | thought you might want to go get something to eat before crashing’ 
He looked over at me, his eyes clouding with, understandably, confusion 

"| thought you didnt want to go eat with me anymore" 


His voice was so quiet | had to strain to hear him over the water. | couldn't miss that haunted look in his 


eyes, though. | walked over to him and put my hands on his waist. 


‘lm so sorry, Kirk | honestly don't know what got into me that night. Maybe the newness of it, | wish | had an 
answer to make you feel better. Of course | want to go to dinner with you, and | know you weren't asking for 
a date that night. | meant what | said about not wanting to date you, but | didn't mean to sound so cold. I'd love 
to keep being your good friend. And, if we end up in bed together sometimes, well that's even better." 


| winked at him with my last statement, and got one of his light giggles in return. He shook his head and looked 
at the ground. 


‘lm sorry too, Jase. | wasn't planning on this being anything other than what you said you wanted. | just let 
myself get too upset with what you said. | should have known you didn't mean it like | took it" 


| hugged him tight and kissed him lightly on those luscious lips. "In that case, hurry the fuck up and get 
dressed. I'm starved and horny." 
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"When did you become such a good cook?" 

Lars had, once again, made dinner and it was delicious. Especially considering that he was cooking two different 
meals, one vegetarian and one for himself. He made a trip to his place about three weeks ago to get more of 
his stuff and he hasn't been back since. | guess he's officially moved into my guest room. He's hinted at sex a 


couple of times, but | said no. Now I'm starting to wonder why. 


"When my last cook quit on me. | got tired of trying to find a new one so | just learned how to cook myself” 


I'm gonna buy you an apron for your next birthday. This could be your second career." | was only partially 
joking, he really could cook. OF course, leave it to him to only learn how to make fattening foods. | think I've 


gained 5 pounds in the last two months. Not that Im complaining or anything 

"Im going to the store, Missekat | need something for dinner tonight. You coming with me?" 

| smiled at my hyperactive best friend and thought once again how lucky | was to have him. 

"Nah, ve got a riff | want to work on Get some tea while you are there, though. Im almost out" 

"Already on my list, Quirk. Along with dog food and several other item we are out of. Good luck with the riff" 


He bounced out the door and | laughed. Then what he said hit me. He said "we" are out of stuff. Wow. I'd been 
taking Lars' friendship for granted and not seeing what all he was doing for me. | always did feel comfortable 
when we were together. Comfortable and safe and loved. So why am | thinking of Jason and not him? 


After he apologized to me in the shower, Jase and | became close friends again. We went to dinner and movies 
together, and we had sex. We had lots of sex. For someone who claimed to have never been attracted to a 
man before, he sure learned how to make love to one in a hurry. | respected his feelings about our situation, 
though. | never acted like we were a couple, just friends. Lars and | had broken up by then, so | could have 


used a partner, but Jase just wasn't interested. So, | accepted it and carried on. 


| wandered down to our studio and picked up Boris. | started playing the intro to Sandman to warm up when | 
realized | had just thought of it as "our" studio. Like Lars had done earlier. He's been so good to me, really 
taking care of me when | needed someone. Has what I've been looking for been right under my nose all this 
time? I'm so confused. 
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I'm playing Metallica songs. What on earth is wrong with me? | never do that! | got so involved in playing that | 
didn't realize what | was doing. Then | suddenly heard myself. Enough! | went to get my cell phone and call Kirk. | 
have to resolve this, no matter what the outcome. | hope he'll speak to me after the last disaster. Maybe l'll 
invite him to our pizza place, we went there so often it should be comfortable for us both. 

The phone rang as | picked it up, making me jump. | was so startled | answered without looking at the Caller ID. 
"Hello?" 


"Hi Jason, its Kirk | hope I'm not interrupting anything." 


"Kirk! No, not at all. In fact, | was thinking of calling you. I'd like to meet and talk, I've been thinking about you 
and how | ended our friendship when | quit. Can | buy you a pizza like old times?" 


He giggled. I've missed that. 
"I'd love a pizza, Jase. I'll meet you there in an hour." 
"Great, see you then" 


| wandered to the bathroom to take a shower, trying to decide what | wanted to tell him. Should | tell him | 


think | love him? Do | love him? Or do | miss my old friend and partner in crime? I'm so confused. 
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Lars pulled in the driveway as | was walking to my car. 


"Where you going? Are you done with the riff already? Help me carry in the groceries, babe. | bought more 
than | planned on" 


Some people, cough*James*cough, get annoyed as fuck with Lars' incessant chatter. | find it charming, part of 


his personality. Plus, I've learned to live with it after all these years. | grab the huge bag of dog food and 
follow him back to the house. 


"I'm meeting Jason for pizza. | hope that doesn't fuck up your dinner plans too much, Uli. | really need to talk 
to him and figure out my feelings." 


Lars stopped for a second and seemed to slightly hunch over, but he recovered quickly as usual. 


"No, Kirk | didn't have plans for tonight. I'll just eat some leftovers and make this dinner tomorrow night 
instead. Tell Jason | said hi." 


He sounded sad and he kept his back to me as he talked. Suddenly | felt guilty. What was | feeling guilty about? 
Lars and | aren't together, we're just best friends, right? And I'm not going on a date. l'm just meeting an old 
friend. An old friend that I've had wet dreams about and obsessed over recently. Maybe | should talk to Lars 


when | get back. For now, | have to get on my way or I'll be late. 
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| arrive at the restaurant before he does. Some things never change, | chuckle to myself. Surprisingly, he 


shows up in just a couple of minutes. He sees me and heads toward the table. 
"Hey, Jase. Long time no see." 


He held out his hand which | shook, holding on for just a second longer than necessary. | had forgotten how 
beautiful he is. He looks happy, too. I'm glad. He sounded sad when | had called him that day. 


We made the usual small talk until the waitress arrived to take our order. Then | decided to just jump in and 
hope | didn't sound like a fool. 


"Kirk, | want to apologize for everything. | treated you so badly when | left the band, and | didn't mean to hurt 
you like that. | was so confused and upset by the situation | didn't want to be around any of you guys for 


awhile. You were a great friend, and a great lover, and | hope you can forgive me." 


| had to stop and take a breath, that all came out at once like | couldn't stop once | started. | shouldn't have 
worried so much. Kirk was smiling that real smile of his, the one that lights up a room brighter than a 


Christmas tree covered with lights. 


‘Of course you are forgiven, you shithead. Can you forgive me for all the hazing and awful things we did to 


your" 

| laughed and reached over the table to mess his hair. 
"You were forgiven for that a long time ago, my friend." 
He smiled again and reached his hand to me. 

"Friends?" 

| shook his hand, this time letting go. 

"Always." 


"| gotta tell you something, Jase. | had this crazy wet dream about you awhile back. It seemed so real it 
scared me. You know, back when we were together..well, not "together" together, just..you know what | mean, 
Anyway, | had feelings for you back then, | just buried them because | knew you didn't want that. And when | 
had that dream, they all came rushing back That's why | was so shocked when you called me. | thought maybe 
| was dreaming again. And, then | couldn't get you off my mind. | didn't know if | was still in love with you, or if 
| just missed your friendship. I've been going crazy, man. That's why | called you. | really needed to figure out 
my feelings." 


| shook my head and smiled at him. His eyes flickered for a brief second and | realized he thought | was 


laughing at his confession. 


"No, Kirk I'm smiling because I've been going though the same thing, thinking about you. I've got something to 
tell you, too. | did have feelings for you back then, strong ones. But, | knew it couldn't work between us. I'm too 
vanilla and | still had ideas about a wife and kids then. I'm really sorry | didn't tell you. Who knows, it might 
have worked out great. But no matter what else, | always treasured your friendship. You don't know how much 
lve missed that. And now that you're here and we're talking, | realize that's what | miss. I'm not in love with 


you now, but | want to be friends again if you feel the same." 


Our pizza arrived then, and we started eating. And grabbing for our drinks. | guess we both forgot just how 


much garlic was in this sauce! 
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| can't drink my Cherry Coke fast enough to stop the burn from the garlic. | know | joke about it, but | had 


forgotten exactly how strong it really is. Jason's doing the same thing so at least | don't feel so stupid. 


"| really appreciate your honesty, Jase. I've missed your friendship too, almost as much as I've missed this 


pizza" | grinned as he laughed. "I would love to go back to hanging out with you." 

Then we really dug into the pizza, just like old times. He tried to get me to try his pepperoni one, and | tried to 
put some veggies on a slice of his, which he promptly threw back at me. We were laughing and goofing off like 
we used to when it suddenly hit me that | was in love. 

Really and truly in love with a man | wanted to spend the rest of my life with. 

A man who loved me back. 


A man who cooked for me and came to my rescue when | was depressed and alone. 


A man who was sitting alone eating leftovers and wondering if | was coming home to our house or going home 
with Jason. 


How could | have been so blind? | missed Jason so much that my mind started playing tricks on me, making me 
think | loved him when | just wanted his friendship back. And now that | had that, | could think clearly enough 


to see what was always there. | love Lars. And | think he loves me too. We probably always loved each other, 
but neither of us wanted to make that commitment to the other. 


"Hey, Quirk You in there, buddy?" 

| smiled and picked up my last slice of pizza. 

"Yes, I'm here. Just thinking.” 

"A penny for your thoughts." 

| snorted. 

"Like you would actually give me a penny, you cheap bastard." 


"Hey! | was going to offer to pay for dinner, but not now." 


| grabbed the ticket and tossed it at him. 
"Too late to back out, dude. Go pay the lady while | make a phone call” 
"You calling Lars?" 


He gave me a look that said he knew what | had been thinking. | nodded my head and picked up the phone as he 
headed for the cashier. 


"Jae" 

"Hey, babe. You still hungry? l'm just leaving but | can bring you home a pizza if you want" 

"From that place you and Jason eat at? No, thanks. | don't have the desire to burn my throat out, and l'm 
sure you have enough garlic on you to scare away any vampires that might be hanging around. You could 
always drive though a McDonald's though." 

There was a pause, and when he spoke again he sounded nervous. 


"So, how did it go with Jason? You two gonna start seeing each other?" 


"No, Pixie. We're going to be good friends, nothing else. | have what | want at home, I've just been too blind to 


figure it out. I'll be right there with your Big Mac and then we can talk" 

| swear | could hear him grinning. 

"That sounds great, babe. Hurry home." 

"On my way." 

| had almost hung up when | thought | heard him call my name again 

"Hey, Kirk? | love you." 

That comfortable, loved feeling flowed over me like a blanket at his words. | don't know how | missed it, but 
now that | figured it out | sure as hell wasn't ever going to let go. Nothing would ever stand between me and 
my man again 

‘| love you too, Lars." 


| hung up as Jason bounced back over to the table. | resisted the urge to make the obligatory Energizer Bunny 


comment. 


"| paid for dinner, so you have to leave the tip.” 

| shook my head, thinking that some things never change. | leave the cash and follow Jase to the parking lot. 
"So, you wanna go out again some time?" 

He was smiling that goofy smile he always had. The one that always made me laugh out loud, 

"Sure thing, dude. But next time I'm bringing my boyfriend” 


"Sounds like a plan, I've missed Lars too. I'll call you next week. | can't tell you how much better | feel, I'm really 


glad we talked." 
"Me too, Jason. Me too." 
| drove through the McDonald's, managing not to puke from the smell of the place. | had stopped at a flower 


shop first, Lars was a sucker for roses. Then | headed home, to "our" home, knowing for the first time in a 


long time what | wanted. And | had it. | had him. 


